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ON SIGHT OF A GENTLEWOMAN'S FACE
IN THE WATER

STAND still, you floods! do not deface

That image which you bear:
So votaries from every place

To you shall altars rear.

No winds but lovers' sighs blow here,                 5

To trouble these glad streams,
On which no star from any sphere

Did ever dart such beams.

To crystal then in haste congeal,

Lest you should lose your bliss;                     10

And to my cruel fair reveal

How cold; how hard she is!

But if the envious nymphs shall fear

Their beauties will be scorn'd,
And hire the ruder winds to tear                      15

That face which you adorn'd,

Then rage and foam amain, that we

Their malice may despise;
When from your froth we soon shall see

A second Venus rise.                                    20

A SONG

ASK me no more where Jove bestows,
When June is past, the fading rose;
For in your beauty's orient deep
These flowers, as in their causes, sleep.

Ask me no more whither doth stray                   5

The golden atoms of the day;

For in pure love heaven did prepare

Those powders to enrich your hair.

Ask me no more whither doth haste

The nightingale, when May is past;                   10

For in your sweet dividing throat

She winters, and keeps warm her note.